NO     MORE     PEACE

(Enter CAIN L.)                    /

GAIN.   Well, have they come to a decision ?
LABAN.   I have made their decision. . . .
CAIN.   To carry on the war ?

(LABAN bows.)
I thank you.

LABAN. But there is just one question, one
small, insignificant question.

CAIN. Ah, who is the enemy ? The hereditary
enemy, of course.

LABAN (pointedly). The people hate all
foreigners.

CAIN.   And rightly so.

LABAN.   Especially the Brazilians.

CAIN.   Precisely.

LABAN. Good. Only a native Dunkelsteiner
is fit to lead the army.

CAIN.   Therefore I shall retain command.

LABAN. I have in my possession a certain piece
of paper, quite a small piece of paper, a birth
certificate. (Sharply.) You are not a Dunkel-
steiner at all, Mr. Cain. Your grandmother was
a Brazilian.

CAIN.   That's a lie.

LABAN.   I have the document here.

CAIN.   It's a forgery.   Show it to me.

LABAN.   Here it is.

CAIN. Who gave you this ? Socrates ? Con-
fess. Can't you see that the Brazilians themselves
have forged this document ? (Tears up paper and
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